TEMPLE CHIMES
V The All-pervading God
When I begin to ponder over the words, "Even the smallest atom dai
not move without His permission," I begin to argue within me,
What is the meaning of creation?
How does this illusion of "F arise in me?
What is true, what is not true?
What is good, what is bad?
What is patience, what is impatience?
What is the feeling of affirmation, what is the feeling of negation?
Who are friends, who are foes?
What is wisdom, what is unwisdom?
Who are they that possess it, who are they that possess it not?
Who are they that  have appreciated  the value of silence and ar silent in thee?
Who are they that have not yet understood the evil of many word
and are lingering in the midst of passing scenes of this world? What is real is Thou. Thou alone art real.  Every other thing is a mer
puppet in Thy hands. Without Thee in us, no thought is thought, no word is uttered, no dee
is done. Thou all-pervading  God, Thou art the life  of all living beings.   (
God, it is in Thee the here and hereafter have their roots.
2 Some faiths are like  a man  possessed    with  an  evil spirit; out c
deep despair,   they   rave without reason or rhyme, one thing   on
moment; another, another moment.
Some faiths cry unto Thee out of the depths of their heart, "Father." Some faiths cry unto Thee because of the inmost agony of their hean
"Mother." Some  faiths  address  Thee  as  the   one supreme Light beyond thei
comprehensionlf, he will reach the feet of God.
